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Prefatory Note 

TsatBE is need to aak indnlgence for thie 
little book, because at firat eight it seemB 
to poasess no other uni^ than that of type 
and cover. The root of its unit; lies 
deeper, deeper even than any of subject 
or of method ; it lies in Uie personal gift, 
the communicataon of heart to heart, 
which is the secret of charm in all the 
author's work. For this reason its 
publication is justified. 

The papers, poems, and sbmea it 
contains have, with two exceptions, 
appeared elsewhere, most of them in 
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Prefatory Note 

'The Pilot/ where the Roadmender 
found his first welcome and his literary 
home. 

The fiury-talee were told by word of 
mouth to one child and anotber of widely 
differing ages ; and three of them were 
afterwards published in 'The Parent's 
Review.' 'The Grey Brethren' is from 
'The Commoowedth.' The Christmas 
papers and poems were brought out as a 
booklet bj Messrs Mowbray & Son. 

The author's characteristic quality is 
best displayed in these last, and in ' The 
Grey Brethren,' bat there will be interest 
for many readers in the rest of the book 
as well That which afterwards became 
a finn artistic touch is seen in its uncertain 
begimiiDg in 'By Rivers and Streams'; 
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and the delightful headlong humour of 
' The Dreadful Griffin ' (invented for " the 
boy named Cecoo Hewlett," of whom 
Mr Barrie speaks in his 'Little White 
Bird*) wUl^hew Micliael FairlesB in a 
new light to thoee who have known 
her only in her books. 

Some of the many readera who haye 
found her there will ODderstand me when 
I say that the story of her life and death, 
and of her life too (as I believe) after 
death, is written down in the little tale 
of ' The Tinkle-Tinkle,' firot told to her 
best beloved in the wild garden at Kew, 
among blue hyacinths and shining graases 
of the spring that spoke to her of 
Paradisa 

Jt E. D. 
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The Grey Brethren 

Sous of the happiest remembrsncee of 
m; childhood are of days spent in a little 
Quaker colony on a high hilL 

TQie walk was in itself a preparation, 
for the biU was long and eteep and at the 
mercy of the north-east wind ; but at the 
top, sheltered by a copse and a few tall 
trees, stood a small honse, reached by a 
flf^llged pathway skirting one side of a 
bright trim garden. 

I, with my seven summera of lonely, 
delicate childhood, felt, when I gently 
closed the gate behind me, that I shut 
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The Grey Brethren 

myself into Peace. The honse was 
always somewhat dark, and thoe were 
no domestio soundii. The two old ladies, 
sisters, bodi bom in the last century, sat 
in the cool, dim parlour, netting or sew- 
ing. Rebecca was small, with a nnt- 
oraoker nose and chin; Mary, tall and 
dignified, needed no velvet under the net 
cap. I can feel now the touch of the 
cool dove-coloured silk against my cheek, 
as I sat on the floor, watching the nimble 
fingers with the shuttle, and listened as 
Mary read aloud a letter received that 
morning, describing a meeting of tbe 
faithful and the ' moving of the Spirit ' 
among them. I had a mental picture of 
the 'Holy Heavenly Dove,' with its 
wings of silvery grey, hovering over my 
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The Grey Brethren 

dear old ladies; and I doubt not my 
Tiflion waa a tme one. 

Once as I watched Beqjamin, the old 
gardener — a most 'stiff-backed Friend' 
despite his stoop and his seventy years — 
putting scarlet geraniums and yellow 
fever-few in the centre bed, I asked, 
awe-stmck, whether sach Rowing colours 
were approved ; and Rebecca smiled luid 
said — "Child, dost thee not think the 
Lord may have His glories?" and I 
looked from the living robe of scarlet and 
gokl to the dove-coloured gown, and said : 
*' Would it be pride in thee to wear 
His glories 1 " and Mary answered for 
her — " The change is not yet ; better be- 
■eemB us the oroament of a meek and 
quiet ^irit." 

3 
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The 'change from glory to glory' hu 
come to them both long since, bat it 
seems to me as if their robes must still be 
Quaker-grey. 

Upatairs was the invalid daughter and 
niece. For yean she bad been compelled 
to lie on her face ; and in that position 
she had done wonderful drawings of the 
High Priest, the Ark of the Covenant, 
and other Levitical figures. She had a 
cagefiil of tame canary-birds which 
answered to their names and fed from 
her plate at meat-timee. Of these I 
remember only Boger, a gorgeous fellow 
with a beauti^ voice and strong will of 
his own, who would occasionally defy 
his mistress fivm the secure fastness 
of a high picture-£ram^ but always 
4 
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Burrendered at last, and came to listeD 
to his lecture with drooping wings. 

A city of Peace, this little house, for 
the same seTerelj-gentle deconun reigned 
in the kitchen as elsewhere : and now, 
where is such a haunt to be foond? 

In the earlier part of this century the 
Friends bore a most important witneea. 
They were a standing rebuke to roi^h 
manners, rade speech, and to the too 
often mere ootward show of religion. 
Ko one could fail to be impressed by the 
atmosphere of peace su^^^ted by tjieir 
bearing and presence ; and the gentle, 
dieltered, contemplative lives lived by 
most of them undoubtedly made them 
OQUBoally responsive to spiritual inflaence. 
Now, the young birds have left the 
S 
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parent Dert and the sober plumage and 
soft speecli ; thej «n m other men ; and 
in a few short yean the word Qoakea* 
will sonnd as strange in our ean as the 
older appellation Shaker does now. 

This year I read for the first time the 
Journal of Gleo^ Fox. It is hard to 
link the rude, turbulent bod of Amos 
with the deninens in my city of Peace ; 
bnt he had his work to do and did it, 
letting breezy truths into the stuf^ 
' Bteeple-houses ' of tfie 'lumps of 
clay.' 

" Come out from among them and be ye 
separate ; touch not the accursed thing 1 " 
he thundered ; and out they came, obedient 
to his stentorian mandate ; but aUdc, 
how many treasuree in earthen Teesels did 
6 
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th^ overlook in their terror of the curse I 
The good people made saoh baste to flee 
tiw city, that the; imagined themselves as 
having already, in the spirit, reached the 
land that is very far off ; and so they cast 
from them the oatwaid and visible signs 
which are vehicles, in this material world, 
of inward graces. Measurele6s are the 
nncovenanted blessings of God; and 
to these the Friends have ever borne a 
witness of power; bnt now the Oalvinist 
intruder no longer divides the sheep from 
the goats in onr churches ; now the doctrine 
of nniversal brotherhood and the respect 
due to all men are taught much more 
effectively than when George Fox refused 
to doff his hat to the Justice ; the quaint 
old speech has lost its significance the 
7 
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drefls would imply all the vaioghrj 
that the wearer desiree to avoid ; the 
young Quakere of this generation are no 
longer 'difidplined' in matters of the 
commercial life ; yet etill they remain 
Beparate. 

We of the outward and visible cove- 
nant need them, with their inherited 
mysticifim, ordered contemplation, and 
spiritual vision ; we need them for our- 
selves. The mother they have left yeems 
for them, and with all her foults — faults 
the greater for their absence — and wiA 
the blinded eyes of their reci:^;mtion, she 
is their mother still. " What tidvantage 
Men hath the Jew ? " asked St Paul, and 
answered In the same breath — " Much 
every way, chiefly because that unto them 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



The Grey Brethren 

were committed the oracles of God." 
What advantage then has the Cfaurcfa- 
man? is the ott repeated quefition to- 
day; and the answer is still the answer 
of St Paul. 

The Incarnation is the sam of all the 
Sacraments, the crown of the material 
revelation of God to man, the greatest 
of ontwwd and visible s^s, " that which 
we home heard, which we have seen with 
OUT eyes, which we have looked upon and 
our hands have handled of the word of 
i^e." A strange beginning truly, to 
usher in a purely spiritual dispensation ; 
but beautifully fulfilled in the taking up 
of the earthly into the heavenly — Bread 
aod Wine, the natural fruits of the earth, 
sanctified by man's toil, a sofficienfiy for 
9 
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hu needs ; and instmct with Dirine life 
through the oper&tioD of the Holy Qhort. 

"In the moecU of tky fact lAou «AaU 
eat Arrad." 

"Exe^ j/eeattheflah of the Bono/ 
Man and dsink His blood ye Kane no J^ 
in you," 

" Artd^ leaves qfthe tree were for the 
healing of the no/toru." 

From Genesis to the Berelatioii of the 
Divine reaches the rainbow of the Sacra- 
mental B^t«m — outward and visible signs 
of inward and spiritual grace : — 

The sacrament of pui^^ing, pnrifyiijg 
labour, to balance and control t^e 
knowledge of good and evil : — 

The sacrament of life, divine life, with 
the oatward body of humiliation, bread 



dm,-,;.^:.-, Google 



The Grey Brethren 

and wine, Cmit of the aocnrted groond, 
bnt useless without man's labour; and 
St Paul, oai^ht up into the third heaven, 
and St John, with his wide-eyed vision of 
the Lamb, mnst eat tiiis 1»ead and drink 
this cup if they wonid live : — 

The eao^ment of healing the restoring 
of the Image of God in fallen maiL 

The Church is one society, nay, the 
world is one socie^, for man without his 
fellow-men is not; and into the sodety, 
both of the Church and the world, are 
inextricably woven the most soda! sacra- 
ments. 

Herein is great purpose, we say, bending 
the knee ; and with deep consciousnees of 
rins and shortcomings we stretch out 
lon{^I^; wdooming hands to onr grey 
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brethren with their inheritance of &i1^- 
fiilnesB and Bteadlastness nuder p^seon- 
tion, and their mimj gifts and graces; 
and we cry, in ihe words of the Song of 
Songs which is Solomon's: "O my dove, 
that art in the clefts of the rock, in the 
secret places of the stairs, let me see thy 
countenance, let me hear thy voice ; for 
sweet is thy voice, and thy countenance 
is comely." "Rise ap, my love, my fur 
one, and come away. For lo, the winter 
is past, the rain is over and gone." 
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A Song of Low Degree 

Xx)iiD, I am small, and yet bo great, 
The whole world ataada to mj estate, 
And in Thine Image I create. 
The sea is mine ; and the broad sky 
Is mine in its immensity : 
The river and the river's gold ; 
The earth's hid treasures manifold ; 
The love of ereatnres small and great, 
Save where I reap a prerious hate ; 
The noon-tide son with hot caress. 
The ni^t with qmet loneliness ; 
The wind that bends the pliant trees. 
The whisper of the summer breeze ; 
13 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoOglc 
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The kiss of bdow and rus ; the star 
That Bhioes a greeting from a&r ; 
All, all are mine ; and jet bo small 
Am I, that lo, I needs must call, 
Great King, upon the Babe in Thee, 
And crave that Thou would'st give to me 
The grace of Thy humility. 
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A German Christmas Eve 

It was intensely cold ; Father Rhine was 
frozen over, eo he may speak for it ; and 
for days we had lived to the merry jui^ 
and dang of innumerable sleigh bells, in 
a white and froet-boond world. As I 
passed through the streets, crowded with 
stolidly admiring peasants from the villages 
round, I caught the dear remembered 
'GrUss GottI' and 'All' Hear of the 
countryside, which town life quickly 
stamps out along with many other gentle 
obserrances. 

" Gelobt sei Jesu Christ 1 " cried little 
»5 
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Sister Hilarios, ooming on me Buddenly 
at a eomer, her round iaoe aglow with 
the aharp air, her arme filled with queer- 
Bhaped bundles. She begs for her sick 
poor ae she goes along — meat here, some 
bread there, a bottle of good red wine : 
I &ncy few refuee her. She mused me 
once, the good little sister, with unceasii^ 
care and devotion, and all the dignity of a 
scant five feet. " Ach, Da lieber Gott, such 
^fts ! " she added, with a radiant smile, 
and vanished np a dirty stairway. 

In the Qnergasse a jay fell dead at 
my feet — one of the many birds which 
perished thus — he hod flown townwtuda 
too late. Up at the Jagdechloes the wild 
creatures, crying a common truce of 
hanger, trooped each day to the dear- 
ie 
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ing by the J^f'b cottage for the food 
spread for them. The great tasked boar 
of the Tannus with his brother of 
Westph&lis, the tiinid roe deer with her 
Bcarcel; braver mate, foxes, hares, rabbits, 
feathered game, and tiny songbirde of the 
woods, gathered fearleasl; t<^ether and 
fed at the h&ud of their common enem; — 
a millennial banquet truly. 

The market-place was crowded, and 
there were Christmaa trees everywhere, 
ciying aloud in bushy nakedness for their 
rightful fruit The old peasant women, 
rolled in shawls, with large handkerchiefe 
tied over their caps, warmed their numb 
and withered hands over Httle braziers 
while they guarded the gaily decked 
treasure-ladrai booths, from whose pent- 
B 17 
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roofs Father Winter had hong a fringe of 
glittering icicles. 

Man; of Hm stalLi were entirely given 
over to ChriBtmas-tree splendoura. Long 
trails of gold and silver EngeUhaar, fUm 
of candles — red, yellow, blue, green, violet, 
and white — a rainbow of the Christian 
virtues and the Ghnrch'B Year ; boxes of 
frost and snow, festoons of ct^ourod beadi% 
fishes with gleaming scales, ^ass-winged 
birds, Santa Klaus in frost-bedecked 
mantle and scarlet cap, angels with 
trumpets set to their waxen lipa ; and 
everywhere and above all the image of 
the Holy Child. Sometimes it was the 
tiny waxen Bambino, in its pathetic help- 
lessnesB ; sometimes the Babe Miraculous, 
standing with outstretched arms awaiting 
i8 
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the world's embrace — Maiya Bon, held 
up in loving hands to bless; or tiie 
Heavenly Ohild-Eing with crown and 1% 
sceptre, borne high b; Joseph, that gentle, 
fitithfiil servitor. It was the festival of 
B^hlehem, feast of never-ending keeping, 
which has its crowning aplendonr on 
Christmas Day. 

A Sister passed with a fat, rosy little 
girl in either hand ; tliey were chattering 
merrily of the gift they were to buy for the 
dear Christkind, the gilt which Sister said 
He would send some ra^ed child to 
receive for Him. They came back to the 
poor booth close to where I was standing. 
It was piled with wann garments ; and 
aftw much consultation a httle white vest 
was chosen — the elder child ngected pink, 
19 
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she knew tlie ChriBtktnd would like white 
best— then they trotted off down a narrow 
ttuniug to the Church, and I followed. 

The CrSche stood without the chancel, 
between the High Altar tsid that of Onr 
Lady of SorrowB. It waa very simple. 
A blue paper background spangled with 
stars ; a roughly thatched roof supported 
OD fonr rude posts ; at the back, ox and 
aes lying among the straw with which the 
ground was strewn. The figures were 
life-size, of carved and punted wood : 
Joseph, tall and dignified, stood as 
guardian, leaning on his staff; Mary knelt 
with hands sli^tly uplifted in loving 
adoration ; and the Babe lay in fiont 
on a tmse of straw disposed as a halo. 
It waa the World's Child, and the posi- 
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tion emphasised it. Two or three hard- 
featured peasants knelt telling their beads ; 
and a group of children with round, bine 
^68 and stiE^ flaxen pigtails, had gathered 
in front, and were pointing and softly 
whispering. My little friends trotted up, 
crrased themselves ; it was evidently the 
little one's first visit. 

"Guck ) gnok mal an," she cried, clap- 
I»ng her &t gloved huids, " sieh mal an 
das Wickelkindt" 

" Dass ist unser Jean," said the elder, 
and the little one echoed " Unser Jesu, 
tinaer Jesu ! " 

Hien the vest was brought out and 
shown — why not, it was the Christohild's 
ownf — and the pair trotted away again 
followed by the bright, patient Sister. 
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PreeeBtly eveiyone clattered out, and I 
was left alone at tbe crib of Bethlehem, 
the gate of the Kingdom of Heaven. 

It was my family, my only family ; but 
like the ever-widening circle on the surface 
of a lake into which a stone has bera 
flung, here, from this great centre, spread 
the wondertol evet-widemng relationship 
— the real brotherhood of the world. It 
is at the Crib that everything has its be- 
ginning, not at the Oroea ; and it is only 
as little children that we can enter into 
the Kingdom of Heaven. 

When I went out again into the streets 
it was nearly daik. Annons mothers 
hurried past on late, mystmons errands ; 
papas who were uot wanted until the 
last moment chatted gaily to each otber 
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ftt ttnet comets, and exchanged raoolleo- 
tioDB ; maidBervants hastened £rom shop 
to shop with large baaketa alreadj heavify 
laden J and the children were everywhere, 
important with seereta, oomfortabl; secure 
in the knowledge of a tree behind the 
parlonr doors, and a kindly, generouB 
Saint who knew all their wants, and 
needed no rod tiUa year. 

One little lad, with a pinched white 
face, and with only an empty certun^ to 
look forward to, was singing shrilly in the 
sharp, still air, "Za Bethlehem geboren, 
ist ons ein Kindelein," as he gazed wist- 
fdUy at a shop window piled high wiUi 
crisp ^gerhread, marzipao, chocolate 
under every gniae, and tempting cakes. 
A. great rough peasant coming out, aaw 
33 
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him, turned back, and a moment later 
thrnst a gingerbread Santa Klaos, witii 
cnrrant e;eB and sugar trimmii^ to his 
coat and cap, ioto the faalf-fearfiil little 
hands. " Hab' ebenso ein Kerlchen za 
Hans'," he said to me apologetically as he 



I waited to see Santa Elaue disappear ; 
bat no, the child looked at the cake, 
sighed deeply with the erael effort of re- 
sistance, and refrained. It was all his 
Christmas and he would keep it He 
gazed and gazed, then a smile rippled 
across the wan little face and he broke 
oat in another carol, "Es kam eio Engel 
hell und klar vom Himmel za der Hirten 
Sobaar," and ha^ng his Santa Elaus 
carefully, wandered away down the now 
24 
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A German Christmas Eve 

brilliant streets: he did not baow he 
was hungry any more; the angel had 
come vitb good tidings. 

As I passed along the streets I eonld 
see through the uncurtained windows 
that in some houses CbristmaB had b^on 
already for the little ones. Then the 
bells rang out deep-mouthed, carrying 
the call of the eager Church to her 
children, fyx up the vall^ and across the 
frozen river. And they answered ; the 
great church was packed &om end to 
end, and from my place by the door I saw 
that two tiny Christmas trees bright with 
coloured candles burnt either side of &t6 
Holy Child. 

A blue-black sky ablaze with stars 
tor His s^ory, a fresh white robe for 
35 
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Btaioed aod tired earth ; so we wntt to 
Bethlehem in the rare Btnllnefls of the early 
morning. The Church, havii^; no stars, 
had lighted candles ; and we poor shifiil 
men having no white robes of oar own 
had craved Uiem of the Great King at hw 
handB. 

And so in the atillneaa, with tapers 
within and stars alight without, with a 
white-clad earth, and souls forgiven, the 
Christ Child came to those who looked 
for His appearing. 
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Thx Child with the wondering eyes sat 
oa the doorstep, oo either side of her a 
tramp oat in process of becoming a re< 
oo^iised member of society. On the 
flagged path in front the brown brethren 
were picking up crumbs. The cats' 
whiskers trembled, but they sat still, 
proudly virtuous, and conscious each of 
a large saucer of warm milk widiin. 

"What," sud the CMd, "is a 
lymbol ? " 

The cato looked grave. 

The Child rose, went into the bouse, 
37 
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and returned with a well-tJinmbed brown 
book. She turned the pages thoughtfully, 
and read aloud, preeomably for the bene- 
fit of the cats : " In a Bymbol there is 
concealment jet revelation, the infinite is 
made to Uend with the finite, to atand 
visible, and as it were attainable ttkere." 
The Child sighed, " We had better go to 
the Recluse," she said. So the three 
went. 

It was a cold, cleu, bright day, a 
typical Christmas Eve. There was a 
carpet of crisp enow on the ground, and 
a fringe of icicles hung from every 
vant^e-point The cats, not having 
been accustomed to the delights of 
domesticity, trotted along cheerfolly de- 
^te the chill to their toes; and they 
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BOOQ came to the forest which all three 
knew veiy well indeed. It was a beauti- 
fiil forest like a great cathedral, with long 
aislea cat between the splendid upstand- 
ing pine trees. The green-dinged boughs 
were heavy with snow, the straight strong 
atems caught and reflected the stray sun 
rays, and looking up through the arches 
and delicate faracery and interlaced 
branches the eye caught the wonderful 
blue of Uie great domed roof overhead. 
The cats walked delicately, fearful of 
temptation in the way of rabtdtB or froBt- 
tamed birds, fmd the Child lilted a quaint 
QermaD hymn to a strange old tune : — 

" Ein Kind gebor*!! zu Bethlehem. 

AUeluja ! 
Dees freuet sich Jerusalem, 

Allelnja I AUeluja I " 
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The Recluse was sitting on & bendi 
outside his cave. He was dressed in a 
brown robe, Ids eyes were li^ stars 
wrapped in brown velvet, his iace was 
strong and gentle, his hair white although 
he looked qnite young. He greeted the 
Child veiy kindly and stroked the cats. 

" Yoa have come to ask me a question, 
ChUd!" 

"If you please," awd the Child, "what 
is a symbol ? " 

"Ah," said the Becluse, "I might have 
known yon would ask me that" 

"The S(^ says," went on the Child, 
"tiliat it is concealment yet revelation." 

The Bednse nodded. 

"Just as a mystery that we cannot 
onderstutd is the greater possible 
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wiBdoQL Go in and sit b; my fire. Child ; 
&ere are cheBtnata on the hearth, and 
jon will find milk in the brown jog. I 
will show jon a symbol presently." 

The Child and the two cats went into 
the cave and sat down by the fire. It 
was warm and restfnl after the biting air. 
The cats purred pleasantly, the Child Bat 
with her chin in her hand watchii^ the 
Rowing wood bnm red and white on the 
great hearthstone. 

"The Recluse generally auBwem my 
questiom by showing me something I 
have seen for a long time but never be- 
held, or heard and never lent ear. I 
wonder what it will be this time," she 
said to hersell 

The grateful warmth made the Child 
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Blee|7, and she gave a start when she 
foond the Becluse Btanding b; her with 
outstretched hand. 

"Come, dear Child," he said; and 
leaving die sleeping cats she followed 
him, her hand in his. 

The air was fiiU of wonderful aoond, 
voices and song, and the cry of the bells. 

The Child wondered, and then remem- 
bered it was Chriatmas ^night The 
Recloae led her down a litde passage 
and opened a door. They stepped out 
tc^ether, but not into the forest 

"This is tJie front door of my house," 
said the Recluse, with a little smile. 

Th^ stood on a white road, on <me 
side a stretch of limestone down, on the 
other steep terraces with gardens and 
32 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



A Christmas Idyll 

YineyardB. The air was soft and warm, 
and sweet with the breath of lilies. The 
heaven was ablaze with stars ; across the 
plain to the east the dawn was breaking. 
A groop of strangely-clad men went down 
the road followed by a flock of sheep. 

" Let us go with tiiem," said the 
Recluse ; and hand in band they went. 

The road curved to the right; round 
the bend, cut in the living rock, was a 
cave ; the shepherds stopped and knelt, 
and there was no sound but the soft rapid 
breathing of the flock. Then the Child 
was filled witJi an overmastering longing, 
a desire so great that the tears sprang hot 
to her eyes. She dropped the Recluse's 
hand and went forward where the 
shepherds knelt. Once again the air was 
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fiiU of wonderful sound, voices and song, 
and the cry of the bells ; but within all 
was silence. The cave was roogh-hewn, 
and stabled an ox and an ass; close to 
the front a tall strong man leaning on a 
fltaff kept watch and ward ; within knelt 
a peasant Maid, and on a heap of yeUow 
straw la; a tiny new-born Babe loosely 
wrapped in a linen cloth: around and 
above were wonderful figures of fire and 
mist 

The infinite, visible and attainable. 

The mystery which is the greatest 
poBBible wisdom. 

"Come, CMd," said the Recluse. 
The fire had bnmt low ; it was quite 
dark, save for the glow of the live embers, 

34 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoOglc 



A Christmas Idyll 

He threw on a great dry pine log; it 
flared like a torch. The cats stretched in 
the sadden blaze, and then settled to 
sleep again. The Child and the Recluse 
passed ont into the forest The moon 
was very bright and the snow reflected 
its rajs, so that it was light in spite of 
the great trees. The ur waa fiill of 
wonderful sound, voices and son^ and 
ttie cry of the bells ; and the Child sang 
as she went in a half-dream bj the side 
of the Recluse : — 

" In dieaer heil'gen Weihnachtazeit, 

AUeluja! 
Sei, Qott der Herr, gebenedeit, 

Alleluja! Alleluja!" 
and wondered when she would wake up. 
They came to the old, old chorcfa in the 
forest, and the pictured aaints looked out 
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at them from the lighted window ; through 
the open door they could see figures 
moving abont with tapers in their hands ; 
save for these the church was still empty. 
The Beduse led the way up the nave 
to the north side c^ the Altar. The 
Child started a little ; she was really 
dreaming then a kind of circular dream, 
for again she stood before the cave, again 
the reverend figure kept watch and ward 
over the kneeling Mfud and the little 
Babe. The sheep and the shepherds 
were not there, but a little lamb had 
strayed in ; and the wonderful figures of 
fire and mist — they were there in their 
place. 

" Little one," said the Recluse softly, 
" here is a symbol — concealment yet 
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revelation — the Eiu^ as semuit — the 
strong helpless — the Almight; a little 
child; and thus the infinite stands 
reveled for all of us, visible and attain- 
able, if we will have it so. It is the 
centre of all m^tery, the greatest poamble 
wisdom, the Eternal Child." 

" Ton showed it me before^" said the 
Child, " onl; we were out of doors, and 
the shepherds were tiiere witli tbe sheep ; 
but the angels are here just the same." 

The Recluse bowed his head. 

"Wut for me here with them, dear 
Child, I will fetch you after service." 

The church began to fiU ; old men in 

smock frocks and tall faata, little children 

wrapped warm against the oold, lads, 

shining and spruce, old women in crossed 
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shawls and wonderful bonnetB. The 
service was not very long ; then the 
Bednse went ap into the old grey stone 
pulpit The villagerB settled to listen — 
he did not often preach. 

" My brothers and siHtora, to-night we 
keep tiie Birth of the Holy Babe, and to- 
night you and I stand at the gate of the 
Kingdom of Hearen, the gate which is 
tmdone only at the cry of a little child. 
' Except ye be converted and become as 
little children, ye shall not enter.' 

" The Kingdom is a great one, nay, a 
limitless one ; and many enter in calling it 
by another name. It includes your own 
hearts and this wonderfol forest; all the 
wise and beautiful works that men have 
ever thought of or done, and your daily 
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toil ; it inclodes your Dearest and dearest, 
die OHtcast, tlie prlBODer, and the Btranger ; 
it holds your cottage home and the 
jewelled City, the Kew Jerusalem itself. 
People are apt to think the Kingdom of 
Heaven is like church on Sunday, a place 
to enter once a week in one's beet: 
whereas it holds every flower, and has 
room for the ox and the ass, and the 
least of all creaturee, as well as for our 
prayer and worship and praise. 

'"Except ye become as little children.' 
How are we to be bom again, simple 
children with wondering eyes ? 

" We must learn to lie in helpless de- 
pendence, to open our mouth wide that it 
may be filled, to speak with halting 
tongae the language we tiiink we know ; 
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we mast learn above all oar own 
ignorance, and keep al%lit and cherub 
the flame of innocentsy in our hearts. 

" It is a tired world, my brethren, and 
we are moet of as tired men and wom«i 
who live on it^ for we seek ever after some 
new thing. Let us pass out through the 
gate into the Kingdom of Heaven and not 
be tired any more, because there we shall 
find the new thing that we seeL Heaven 
is on earth, the Kingdom is here and now ; 
the gate stands wide to-night, for it is the 
birtimigbt of the Eternal Child. We are 
none of as too poor, or stupid, or lowly ; 
it was the simple shepherds who saw Him 
first We are none of ub too great, or 
learned, or rich; it was the three wise 
kings who came next and ofi'ered gifts, 
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We are none of us too young; it was 
little children who first laid down their 
lives for Him ; or too old, for Simeon 
saw and rect^ised HinL There is only 
one thing i^jaiost most of as — ^we are too 
jMvad. 

"My brethren, 'let ns now go even 
to Bethlehem, and see this thing which 
is come to pass, which the Loed hath 
made known unto a&' " 

The lights were oat in Uie chnrch when 
the Bedose came to fetch the Child. She 
was still kneeling by the cr@che, keeping 
watch with the wonderful figures of fire 
and mist. 

" Was thte a dream or the other ? " said 
the Child. 
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"Neither," said the Reclns^ and he 
blesBed her m the moonlit dark. 

Hie air was full of wonderful sound, 
Toioes and song, and the cry of the 
bells. 
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God said ; " Let there be light " ; Emd in 

the East 
A star rose flaming from nighVs poiple 

sea — 
The star of Truth, the star of Joy, the 

star 
Seen b; the prophets down the bnely 

yettfs; 
Set for a light to show the Perfect Way ; 
Set for a sign that way&rers might find ; 
Set for a seal to mark the Godhead's 

home. 
And three Kings in their palaoes afiu-, 
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Who waited ardentl; for promised thinga. 
Beheld, aod read aright Straight vi^ die 

road 
Was hot with pad of camel, horse's hoo^ 
While night was quick as da; with 

Bporring men 
And l^t with flaring touch. "Haste, 

haste ! " they cried, 
" We seek the King, the King I for in die 

East 
"Hifl star's alight." 

Bbthleheh 

The Angela 

Soft and dew, soft and slow, 
With angels' wings of fire and snow, 
To rock Him gently to and fro. 
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FiK to 8ta; the chill at night, 
Snow to cool the noonday bright ; 
And overhead Hia etar's alight 

Pale and sweet, pale and sweet. 
Maid Mary keeps her vigil meet, 
While Joseph waits with patient feet. 
Mary's love for soft embrace, 
Joseph's strength to guard the place. 
Lo I from the East Kings ride apace. 

Gold and myrrh, gold and myrrh, 
fVankincense for harbinger, 
Myrrh to make Hia sepulchre. 
Boses white and roses red. 
Thorns arrayed for His dear Head. 
Hail I hail ! Wise Men who seek His bed 
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Little One, Little One, Saviour and Child, 
Father and Mother, m; Hueband and 
Sod; 

Bom of the Loly, the maid nndefiled. 
Babe of m; Love, the Beatified One. 

Little One, Little One, Master and Lord, 
King s of the Earth come, desiring Thy 
Face; 
I, Th; poor servitor, lowl; afford 
AU that mj life holds, for all is Thy 
Grace. 

Little One, Little One, God over ail, 
Farth ia tby footstool, and Heav'n is 
Thy throne : 
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Joseph the carpenter, prostrate I iall ; 
Praise thee, adore Thee, and claim 
Thee mine own. 



Maid Mary 

Babe, dear Babe I 
Mine own, mine own, my heart's delight^ 
The myrrh between my breasta at night, 
My little Bose, my Lily white, 
My Babe for whom the star 's alight. 



Babe, dear Babe 1 
Mine own, mine own, God's only Son, 
Foretold, foreseen, tdnce earth b^^n ; 
Desire of nations, Promts^ One 
When Ere was first by stn undone. 
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Babe, dear Babe I 
I^e own, mine own, the whole world's 

Chad! 
Bom of each heart that's undefiled. 
Nursed at the hreaat of Merc; mild. 
And in the arms of Love asiled. 

Babe, dear Babe ! 
My crown of glory, sorrow's sword, 
My Maker, King, Redeemer, Lord, 
My Saviour and my great Reward ; 
My little Son, my Babe adored. 

The Three Sings 

Hul I Hail ihoa wondrous little King t 
To Thy dear Feet 
Our offerii^ meet 
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With bended knee we bring ; 
O mighty baby King, 
Accept the offering. 

First King 

Lord, I stoop low 

My head of snow, 
Thus I, the great, bml Thee, the Leaat t 
And swing the censer for the Priest, 
The Priest with hands npraised to bless, 
The Priest of this world's bitterness. 

As I stoop low 

H; head of snow. 
Bless me, Priest, before I ga 

Second King 
Behold me, King I 
A man of mi^t, 
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Who roles dominioiiB infinite ; 
Strong in the harvest of the yean, 
And one who counts no kings as peers. 

little King, 
Behold m; crown I 

1 lay it down, 

And bow before Thy lowly bed 
My all unworthy uncrowned head, 
For I am naught and Thou art AIL 
And Thou shalt climb a throne set 

high, 
Between sad earth and silent sky, 
Thereon to agonize and die ; 
And at Thy Feet the world shall &IL 

Stretch out Thy little Hands, O 
King, 

Behold the world's imagining I 

SO 
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Uwrd King 

Oat of the Bhadow of tbe night 
I come, led b; the starstiine bright, 
With broken heart to bring to Thee 
The froit of Thine Epiphtut;, 
The gift my fellows send by m^ 
The myrrh to bed Thine agony. 
I set it here beneath Thy Feet, 
In token of Death's great defeat ; 
And hall Thee Conqueror in the strife ; 
And hail Thee Lord of Light and Life. 
All haU I All hail the Virgin's SonJ 
All hail 1 Thon littfe helpless One I 
Allhaill Thou King upon the Tree! 
All hail t The Babe on Mary's knee, 
The centre of all mystery I 

51 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



All Souls* Day in a German 
Town 

The leaves fall softly : a wind of Bighs 
Whispers the world's infirmities, 
Whispers the tale of the waning yean, 
While alow mists gather in shrouding tears 
On All Souls' Da; ; and the hells are slow 
In steeple and tower. Sad folk go 
Awa; from the township, past the mill, 
And mount the slope of a grassy hill 
Carved into tnraces broad and steep, 
To the inn where wearied travellers sleep, 
Where the sleepers lie in ordered rows, 
And no man stirs in his long repose. 
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They wend their wa; past the hannts of life, 
Father and daughter, grandmother, wife, 
To deck with candle and deathl«» cross. 
The house which holds their dearest loss. 
I, who stand on the crest of the hill. 
Watch how beneath me, busied still, 
The sad folk wreathe each grave with 

flowers. 
Awhile the veil of the twilight hours 
Falls Bofhl;, softly, over the hiU, 
Shadows the cross :— creeps on until 
Swiftly upon us is flung the darL 
Then, as if lit by a sadden spark. 
Each grave is vivid with points of light, 
Earth is as Heaven's mirror to-night ; 
The ur is still as a spirit's breatii, 
The lights bum bright in the realm of 

Death. 
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Then eileiit ihe moDmere monnung go, 
Wending their Tray to the church below ; 
While the bells toll out to bid them speed, 
With ei^r Pater and prayerful bead, 
The souIb of the dead, whose bodies still 
Lie in the churchyard under the hill ; 
Wliile they wait and wonder in Paradise 
And gaze on the dawnii^ mysteries, 
Praying for us in our hours of need ; 
For us, who with Pater and prayerful bead 
Have bidden those wfuting spirits speed. 
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RmnfiNa water haa a charm all its own ; 
it proffers companionBhip of which one 
never three ; it adapts itself to moods ; it 
is the guardian of secrets. It has oool 
draughts for the thirsty soul as well as tar 
drooping flowers ; and they who wander 
in the garden of Gk>d with listening ean 
learn of its many voices. 

When the strain of a wraking day has 
left me weary, perhaps tavnhled and p^- 
plexed, I find my way to the river. I 
step into a boat and poll up stzeam 
ontil the exertion has refreshed me ; and 
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then I make &st to the old alder-stump 
where last year the reed-piper nested, and 
lie back in the stem and think. 

The water lapa against the keel as the 
boat rooks gently in the current ; the riw 
flows past, strong uid qsiet There are 
side eddies, of course, imd little disturb- 
ing whirlpools near the big stones, but th^ 
are all gathered into the broad sweep of 
the stream, carried down to the great 
catholic sea. And while I listen to the 
murmur of the water and watch its quiet 
strength the day's wrinkles are smoothed 
out of my face ; and at last the river bears 
me homeward rested and at peace. 

There are long stretches of time for me 
when I must renudn apart from the world 
of work, often unwilling, sometimes with 
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a very sore heart. Then I turn m; steps 
towards my friend and wander along the 
banks, a solitary not alone. In the qaiet 
evening light I watch the stream ' never 
hasting, never resting ' : the grasB that 
grows beside it is always green, the flowers 
are fresh ; it makes long embracing curree 
— I eonld cross from point to point in a 
minute, bnt to follow takes five. The 
wa^ of the water are ways of healing ; 
I have a companion who makes no mis- 
takes, touches none of my tender spots. 

Presently I reach the silent pool, 
where the stream takes a wide sweep. 
Here the &ir white water-lilies lie on 
their broad green leaves and wait for their 
lover the moon ; for then they open their 
sUvery leaves and bloom in the soft light 
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faiita tax tliBii beneadi the Itot tb.jb of the 
sun. Then, too, the bods rise out of the 
water and the moon kissea them into 
bloom and fragrance. Near b; are the 
little yellow water-lilies, set for beaut; 
against a background of great blue- 
eyed forget-me-nots and t^ feathery 
meadowsweet The river still Bwe^»a on 
its way, but the pool is undisturbed; it 
lies out of the current. Hiey ssy it is 
very deep — no one knows quite how deep 
— and it has its hidden b^gedy. I gase 
down through the clear water, following 
the tliick lily-stalks — a forest where solenm 
carp sail in imd out and perch chase each 
other through the mase — and beyond 
them I cannot see the bottom, the secret 
of its stiUnees; but I may watch the 
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clouds mirrored on ita snrfece, and the 
eTening j^w lying at my feeL 

I think of the fathomless depths of the 
peace of God, fair with flowers of hope ; 
of still places wrongbt in man ; of mirrors 
that reflect, in tight uncomprehended, 
the Image of the Holy Faca 

I go home across the common, com- 
forted, towards the little town where the 
red roofe lie glimmering in the evening 
shadows, and the old gre; church stands 
out clear and distinct against the fadit^ 
sky. 

One of the happiest memories of my 

childhood is the little brook in the home 

field. I know it was not a very clean 

little brook — it passed through an in- 
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dustrious maun&cturuig world — but to 
me fchen tfaiB mattered not at all. 

Where it bad ita Boarce I neyer found 
out ; it came &om a little cave in the side 
of the hill, and I remember that one of 
its banks vras always higher than the 
other. I once sought to penetrate tiie 
caye, but with aad results in the shape of 
bed before dinner and no padding, such 
small sympathy have one's elders with the 
spirit of research. Just beyond the cave 
the brook was quite a respectable width, 
— even my t»g boy cousin fell into mud 
and disgrace when he tried to jump it — 
and there was a grayelly beach, at least 
several inches square, where we launched 
our boata of hollowed elder-wood. Soon, 
however, it narrowed, it could even be 
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stepped over; but it was still exciting 
and delightfiil, with two perilous rapids 
over which the boats had to be guided, 
and man; boulders — for the brook was a 
brave stream, and had fashioned its bed 
in rocky soiL Further down was our 
bridge, one flat stone dragged thither b; 
reall; herculean efibris. It was un- 
neceBsar;, but a triumph. A little below 
this outcome of our engineering skill the 
brook widened again before disappearing 
under a flagged tunnel into the neighbour- 
ing field. Here, in the sballowa, we built 
an aquarimn. It was not altogether suc- 
cessful, because whenever it rained at all 
liard the beasts were washed out; but 
there was always joy in restocking it. 
Under one of the banks close by lived a 
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&t &og for i^om I felt great respect. 
We aaed to ait and gaae at eadi other in 
EiUent iDtercoorse, luitil he became bored 
— I think I never did — and flopped into 
the water with a splash. 

Bat it was the brook itself Uiat was 
m; chief and dearest companion. It 
chattered and sang to me, and told me of 
the goblins who lived under the hill, (tf 
^ries dancing on the grass on moonlight 
nights, and scolding the pale lilac milk- 
maids on the banks ; and of a sad little 
old man dressed in brown, always sad 
because his dear water-children ran aw^ 
from him when the; heard the voice of 
the great river telling them of the calling 
of the sea. 

It spoke to me of other more wond^- 
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fdl things, not even now to be pat into 
wordB, things of the tnTsteries of a child's 
imE^llination ; and these linger still in m; 
life, and will linger, I think, until they 
are fulfilled. 

* • • * • 

I have another Mend — a Devonshire 
stream. I found it in spring when the 
fields along its banks were golden with 
Lent-liliea. I do not even know its 
name ; it has ite source up among the old 
grey tors, and doubtlesB in its beginning 
had a hard fight for existence. When it 
reaches the plain it is a good-sized 
Btaream, although nowhere navigable. I 
do not think it even turns a mill ; it just 
flows along and waters the flowers. I 
have Been it with m; bodily eyes only 
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onoe ; but it has left in m; life a bleafdog, 
a picture of blue sky, jelfow belle, and 
clear rippling water — and whispered 
secrets not forgotten. 

All the DeTonshiro streams are fiill of 
life and strei^h. The; chatter cheerily 
over stones, they toil bravely to shape 
out their bed. Some of them might tell 
horrible tales of the far-away past^ of the 
worship of the felse god when blood 
stained the clear waters; tales, too, of 
feud and warfare, of grave council and 
martial gathering; and happy stories of 
&iry and pi^ our eyes are too dull to 
se^ and of queer little hillmen with 
foreign ways and terror of all human 
beii^ Their banks are bri^t with 
tormentil, blue with fotget-me-not, rich 
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in treasTiTea of Btarr; moee ; the water is 
dear, cool in the hottest summer — ^tfaey 
rise tmder the shadow of the everlasting 
hills, and their goal is the aea. 

• * • « • 

There are other times when I must 
leave the clean watei« and the good 
brown earth, to live, for a while, in 
London : and there I go on pilgrimage 
diat I ma; listen to the river's 
voice. 

I Btand sometimes at a wharf where 
the ships are being wiloaded of the riches 
of every coontry, of firuits of labour by 
my unknown brothers in strange lands; 
and the river speaks of citizenship in the 
great world of God, wherein all men have 
place, each man has his own place, and 
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everj one should be neighbour to him 
who ma; have need. 

I pass on to London Bridge, oar 
Bridge of ^hs. How many of these 
my brethren have sought refuge in the 
cold grey arras of the river &om some- 
thing worse than de^li f What drove 
them to this dreadfid resting-place? 
What spectre hurried them to the leap ? 
These things, too, are my concern, the 
river says. 

Life is very grim in London : it is not 
punted in the &ir, glowing colours of 
grass and sky and trees, and shining 
streams that bring peace, It is drawn in 
hard black and iHiite ; but Ihe voice of its 
dark waters must be heard all the same. 
* • • • • 
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I would not leave my iiTerB in the 
shadow. After all, this life is only a 
prelude, a beginning: w« pass on to 
where "theriTers and streams make ^ad 
the raty of Qod." But if we will not 
listen here how shall we understand 
hereafter. 
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Habk how the meny daffodils 

Fling golden moaic to the hills I 

And how the hills send echoing down, * 

Through wind-swept turf and moorland 

brown, 
The murmurs of a thousand rills 
That mock the song-birds' liquid triUs I 
The hedge released from \^ter's &own 
Shews jewelled branch and willow 

crown; 
While all the earth with pleasures 

thrills, 
And ' dances with the daffodils.' 
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Out, oat, ye flowers I Up and shoiit ! 
Staid Winter's passed and Sowing's 

about 
To lead jora ranks in joyous ront ; 
To string the hawthorn's mil^ pearls. 
And gild the grasa with celandine ; 
To dress the catkins' tasselled curls, 
To twist tiie tendrils of the vine. 
^e wakes the wind-flower from her 

sleep. 
And lights the woods with April's moon ; 
The violets lift their heads to peep, 
The daisies brave the sun at noon. 

The gentle wind from out the west 
Toys with the lilac prettj maids ; 
Baffles the meadow's Terdant-vest^ 
And rii^ the bluebells in the glades ; 
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The ash-budH change their sombre snit, 
The orchards bloaaom white and red — 
Promise of Autumn's riper frnit, 
When Spring's volnptuoaaneBs has fled. 
Awake I awake, O throstle sweet ! 
And haste witb all your choir to greet 
This Queen who comes with wakening 
feet. 

Persephone with grateful eyee 
Salutes the Sun — 'tis Paradise ; 
Then hastens down the dewy meads, 
Past where the herd contented feeds, 
Past where the fiirrowB hide the grain, 
For harvesting of bud and rain ; 
To where Demeter patient stands 
With longing lips and outstretched hands^ 
Until the dawning of one iace 
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Across the void of time and space 
Shall bring again her daj of grace. 
Rejoice, O Earth I Rejoice and sing I 
This is the promise of the Spring, 
And this the world's remembering. 
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SwKET, sweet I 
I rifle to greet 
The sapphire B^ 
The ur slips by 
Od eitiier side 
As ap I ride 
On mouating wing, 
And sing and irin g — 
Then reach my bliss, 
The Sim's great kiss ; 
And poise a spaoe 
To see his iaoe, 
Sweet, sweety 
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In radiant grace, 

Ah, sweet I ah, sweet I 



Sweet, Bweet ! 
Beneath my feet 
My neBtlii^ call : 
And down I fall 
Unerring true, 
Through heaven's Mue ; 
And haste to fill 
Each noisy bill 
My brooding breast 
Stills their onrest. 
Sweet, sweety 
Theii quick hearts beat, 
Safe in the nest : 
Ah, sweet, sweet, sweet I 
Ah, sweet I 
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Sweet, sweet 

The calling sky 

That bida me fl; 

Up — op — on high. 

Sweet, sweet 

The clEuming earth ; 

It holds m; nest 

And draws me down 

To wh«e Love's crown 

Of priceless worth 

Awaits my breast. 

Sweet, Bweet I 

Ah, this is best 

And this most meet, 

Sweet, sweet t ah, sweet t 
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Nobody thought of consequMices. There 
was a lighted paraflui lamp on the tdble 
and nothing eke handy. Mfb Brown's 
head presented a tempting mark, and of 
coarse Mr Brown's lengthy stay at ' The 
Three Fingers' had something to do 
witii it; but nobod; thought of Miss 
ifoown, aged four, who was playing 
happily on the floor, unruffled by the storm 
to which she was so well aceostomed. 

Mrs Brown ducked ; there was a smash, 
a scream, and poor little Miss Brown was 
in a blaze. The shock sobered the &tiher 
and silenced the mother. Miss Brown 

;s 
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was extiDgniahed with the aid of a table- 
cover, much wftter, imd many neighboms ; 
but she was borriblf bamt all oyer, 
except her &c& 

« • • • • 

I made Miss Brown's aoquaintance a 
few dajB later. She was lying on a 
bed made up on two chairs, and was 
covered with cotton wool. She bad 
scarcdj im; pain, and could not move 
at tdl ; and the small fJace tibat peered 
out of what she called her " pitt; watta 
mow " was wan and drawn and had a &r- 
awBf look in the dark ejes. 

Miss Brown possessed one treasure, 
her ' luvlj miss.' I suppose I most call 
it a doll, though in what its claim (o tJie 
title consisted I dared not ask; Miss 
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Kovn would have deeply resented the 
enqniry. It was a very large potato with 
a large and a small bulge. Into the large 
bulge were inserted three pieces of fire- 
wood, the body and arms of ' luvly miss ' ; 
1^ she had none. 

How MisH Brown came by this treasure 
I never heard. She had an impresaion 
that it " flied froo the winder " — I iancy 
Mr Brown had a hand in the mfmniactnre 
in one of his lucid momente ; but it was a 
treasure indeed and the joy of Miss 
Brown's life. She held long conversa- 
tiona with 'luvly miss' on all &uniliar 
subjects; and apparently obtained much 
atrange and rare information from her. 
For example, Miss Brown and 'luvly 
mias' in some previous stage of Untax 
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eziBtence had inhabited a large chimney- 
pot together, "where it was always so 
warm and a bootie 'mell of cookin'.'" 
Also she had a rooted belief that one day 
she and 'luvly miss' would be "hangels 
wiv' black weils and basticka." This 
puzzled me for some time, until X dis- 
covered it to be an allusion to the good 
deaconess who attended her,and whom Mrs 
Brown in gratitude designated by this title. 
Alas for little Miss Brown and her 
' luvly misB ' I th^r respective ends were 
drawing near. I went in one Friday, a 
week or so after the accident, and found 
Mrs Brown in tears and despair, and 
Miss Brown with a look of anguish on 
her poor little pinched &ce that was bad 
to see. ' Luvly Miss ' was no more. 
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It was Mr Brown again; or, to trace 
back the links of occasion, it was the action 
of 'The Three Fingers ' on Mr Brown's 
frtul constitution. He had come in late, 
seen ' luvl; miss ' on the table, and, with 
his nsual heedlessness of consequence, had 
clacked her into the dying embers where 
— alas that I should have to sa; it t — she 
slowly baked. Little Miss Brown, when 
the miserable truth was broken to her, 
neither wept nor remonstrated; she lay 
quite still with a look of utter forsaken 
wretchedness on her tiny white &ce, a^d 
moaned very softly for ' luvly miss.' 

I c&me lace to face with this state of 

things and I confess it staggered me. I 

knew Miss Brown too well to hope that 

any pink-and-white darling bom the toy- 
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shop could replace ' luvly hubb,' ot that 
she could be perauaded to admit even a 
very image of the dear departed into her 
affections. Then, too, the doctor aaid 
Miss Brown had but a few days at 
the meet, perhaps only hours, to live ; uid 
comforted she most be. 

All at once I had an inspiration, and 
never in m; life have I welcomed one 
more. I knelt down by little Mias Brovm 
and told her the story of the Fhceniz. X 
had not reckoned in vain upon her imi^- 
nation : would I " yerely and twooly 
bwing " hra* " weny own luvly miss out 
of t^e ashes?" I lied cheerfully and 
hastened away to the dust-bin, ac- 
companied by Mn Brown. 

In a few minutes we returned with a 
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pail of ashea, the ashes, of course, of 
'luvly miaa' mingled with those of the cruel 
fire whitdi had consumed her. I danced 
solemnly round them, muimured mysteri- 
ons words, parted the ashes, and rereided 
the form of 'luvly miss.' Love's ^ea 
were not sharp to mark a change, and 
little Miss Brown's misplaced faith in me 
was strong. Nevw shall I forget the 
scream of joy which greeted ihe restored 
treasure, or the relief with which I saw 
an expression of peace settle once more 
on Miss Brown's face. 

• « » » « 

I saw them again next day. Little 

Miss Brown was asleep in her last little 

hed, still wrapped in the "pitty wanu 

snow/' and ' luvly miss ' lay beside her. 

r 8i 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



Four Stories told to Children 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



D,g,t,ioflb,GoogIe 



The Story of the Dreadful 
Griffin. 

My dhar Childbek, — I am going to 
teU yon a really breathlesa story for your 
holiday treat It will have to begin with 
the moral, because everyone will be too 
much exhausted to read one at the end, 
and as the moral is the only part that 
really matters, it is important to come 
to it quite fresh. 

We will, therefore, endeavour to learn 
from this story : — 

If we fly at idl, to fly A^A. 

To be extremely polite. 
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To be kind and gratefbl to cats 
and all other animalB. 
All the trouble aroee one day when the 
IMncess (there is always a FrinceBS in a 
feiry-tale, you know) was playing in the 
garden with her ball. She threw it np in 
the lur much h^jhw than usual and it 
never came down again. There was an 
awfiil shriek, like ten thousand steam- 
engines; all the ladies-in-waiting fainted 
in a row, the inhabitants of the place 
went stone-deaf, and the Captain of the 
Guard, who was in attendance wi^ a 
company of his troops, seised the 
Ihincees, put her on his horse, galloped 
away followed by his soldiers to a 
castle on the top of a hUl, deposited 
the Princess in the highest room, auA 
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The Dreadful Griffin 

then and only thea, told her what had 
happened. 

"Mias," he said, for he was bo upset 
he forgot Conrt etiquette, "Miss, your 
bi^ must have hit the Dreadful Qriffin in 
the eye (I noticed he was taking a little 
fly in the neighbourhood), and that was 
the reason of the awfiil shriek. Well, 
ISfisB, the Dreadfiil Qriffin never was 
known to fbrgive anybody anything, so I 
snatched you np quick before he could 
get at yoD and brought you to the 
Castle of the White Cats. There are 
seventeen of these animals sitting outside 
the door tmd twenty-seven more standing 
in the courtyard, so you're as safe as safe 
can be, for tiie DreadAil GrifBn can't look 
at a white cat without getting the ague 
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imd tiien he diakea bo a mouse wouldn't 
be afraid of faim. And now, Mjsb, I 
must go back to joor Boyal Pa, so I will 
wish you good-monung." 

Having made this loi^ speech the 
Captain suddenly remembered the Court 
etiquette, became very hot and red, went 
out of the room backwards, and iostantl; 
fell over the seventeen cats who all swore 
at him, which so confused the poor man 
that he rolled down &e staiis and out in- 
to the court where the twenty-seven cats 
were having rations of mouse-pie served 
out to them ; and the Captain rolled into 
the middle of the pie, scalded himself 
badly with the gravy, and was thankful to 
jump on his horse and ride away with bis 
soldiers to report matters to the King. 
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The King was so pleased with his 
promptitude that he made him the Qeneral 
of the Flying Squadron, which only fights 
in tjie air, and conferred on him the 
medal of the Society for ike SuppreasioQ 
of Superfluoufi Salanumders, whereat the 
Captain was overjoyed. 

Bat this is a digression, and I only 
told you because I wanted you to see 
that virtue is always rewarded. 

Now for the poor Princess. 

Well, she cried a little, of course, but 
the cats brought her some mouse-pie, 
which she fbimd very good, and she was 
soon quite happy playing with some of 
the kittens and nearly forgot all about 
the Dreadiiil GriSKu; but he did not 
forget about her, oh dear no I He flew 
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aftw tihe Captaia when he galloped wmaf 
with the Prinoeas, but iriien he bbw the 
White Cats he shook with ague ao fear- 
fiiUy tiiat his teeth rolled aboat in his 
month like billiard balla and he had to 
go and get a new set before he conld eat 
his dinner. Well, he was in a perfect 
taej, and how to get at the Princess he 
did not know. He swallowed several 
buckets of hot brimstone, rolled his head 
in a red fiannel petticoat, put his tail in 
a hot sand-bag, and went to bed hoping 
to cure the ague, which he did com- 
pletely, so that he was quite well next 
day and more anxious to eat the Princess 
than ever. 

Now next door to the Dreadful Qriffin 
(tiiat is, a hundred miles away) there 
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lived a Wicked Witch, and h« went to 
consult her as to liow he might get at 
the Princess. When the Wicked Witch 
heard what a sad effect White Cats had 
on the Griffin's constitution she said that 
she would have expected a Griffin of his 
coils to have had more sense. 

"Any slow-worm knows," said the 
Wicked Witch, "that cats love mice 
better than Princeeaes; therefore get a 
large saek of iat mice, let them loose a 
little way &om the castle, and when the 
cats see tiiem they will run afler them, 
and you can eat the Princess," 

The Dreadful Griffin was so pleased 
with the Wicked Witch that he pre- 
sented her with a pair of fire-bricks and 
a hot-water tin, and then flew away to 
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the Pnrveyor of Mice, who lived in a 
town about Beventj miles away. He 
bought twelve hondred dozen fat mice 
of the best qnaUty, all the Purveyor had 
in Btock tliat were home-grown, and flew 
on with them to tlie castle. When he 
wu a little way off he let the mice out, 
expecting all the cats to arrive at onoe ; 
but not a cat appeared. They heard mice 
and they smelt mice, but not a cat moved, 
tot they were on their honour; bo they 
kept guard and licked their lips sadly. 
When the GrifKn saw the Ust of the 
twelve hundred dozen mice disappearing 
down tiie road with never a cat after 
them, he was in a tremendous tempw 
and flew away to the house of the 
Wicked Witch, only stopping to pick 
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up a steam engine which he dropped 
throu^ her roo^ and then went home 
to bed. Next day he remembered s 
Mend of his called the Qrompj Qiant, 
who lived ais doors away, that ia, about 
a thousand miles, so he flew to ask his 
advioe. When the Giant heard his story, 
he said in the gruffest voice you ever 
heard, "Mice is common, try 'aparrers" 
(by which you can see that he was quite 
an uneducated person), and then he tamed 
over and went to sleep. 

The Dreadful Oriffin at once flew away 
to the Sparrow Preserves, bought eleven 
thousand, and then proceeded to let them 
fly cloae to the castle. Still not a cat 
moved. Am the cats' copy-book well 
says, "Honour ia dearer to cats thui 
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mke or birds," find all the kittens write 
this in ronnd-haDd as soon as they can 
do lessons at all, and nerer foiget it 

Well, I really dare not describe the 
state of nmid the Griffin was in ; but 
he made the air so hot that all the people 
put CD their thinnest clothe^ although 
it was the middle of winter. He flew 
home puffing and snorting, and on the 
way he passed the house of the Amiable 
Answerer. He went in and told bis story, 
and his voice shook with rage. The Ami- 
able Answerer gave him a penny pink ice to 
cool him down, and then said gently : — 

" I think, detu" tSi Griffin, that green 
spectacles would meet your case. Then 
the cats whidi are now white would 
appeal' to you green and ..." 
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Bat the Oiiffia was already balf-wa; 
to a Watchmaker's where they sold 
glasaee. He buTHt into tibe shop, frightened 
the watchmakOT bo that he fell into Ihe 
works of the watch he was mending 
and could only be got out with the 
greatest difficulty, seized twelve piurs of 
green spectacles, put them on all at once 
and flew towards the castle, 

Kow the Dreadful Griffin was one of 
those creatures who do not stop to think, 
consequently be came to grie£ White 
cats gave him the ague, but green dogs 
made him coogh most fearfully ; and a 
little way out of the town he met thirteen 
white poodles taking a walk, who of 
course all looked bright green to the 
Dreadful Griffin. He coughed so fearfully 
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Hbat aU the twelve pain of Bpeotacles (tH 
off his DOfle and were Bmashed to bits, and 
his plan was spoilt once more. 

Ko, I am not going to tell yon what 
the Dreadful Griffin said and did then, it 
is too tenible to speak o^ bnt he had to 
keep in bed for a week, and drink hot tar, 
and have his chest ironed with a eteam 
roller, and his nose greased with seven 
pounds of tallow candles; bat all his 
misfortunes did not core him of wanting 
to eat the Princess. When hia coogh 
was better, he went for a walk in the 
wood near which he lived, to think out a 
new plan. Suddenly he heard something 
croaking, and saw the Fat Frog sitting 
under a tree. Now the Dreadful Griffin 
was 80 low in his mind that he wanted to 
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tell someone his feroubles, so he told the 
FatFn^. 

"Don't come near me," said the Fat 
Frog when he had finished, " for I hate 
heat If you look under the fifth tree 
from the end of the wood you'll find a 
thin packet Put it in sixteen gallons of 
water and pour it over the cats, only 
mind yon shut your eyes first, and for 
goodnees sake don't come into this wood 
any mor^ you dry up tiie moisture." 

The Griffin quite forgot to thank the Fat 
Fn^, he was a Oriffin of no manners, but 
he didn't forget to take the packet It was 
labelled 'Reckitt's,' and when he put it in 
the water all the water turned bright blue. 
Then he took the pail in his claw, fiew to 
the castl^ shut hie eyw and poured some 
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of the ooDtentB of the pul over the cats in 
the coDTtyBid. 

When he opened hia eyes there were 
tfrenty-Mvea Inight blue, damp, depressed 
oats ; and he passed them without any 
difficulty. He shut hia eyee, wri^led up 
the BtaiTB, poured the remiuning mixture 
over the seventeen cats, who all tamed 
as blue as the rest, and then he burst 
open the door of the Princess's roooL 
Fortunately there was a kind F&iiy flying 
over the castle at that very moment, 
fdio, seeing what was happening, changed 
the Princess into a flea so that the 
Dreadful Griffin couldn't see her any- 
where. 

No, if I couldn't tell yon before, I 
cwtainly must not attempt now to de- 
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acribe the Griffin's behaviour when he 
found the Princen thus snatohed from 
his jawB. He went granting and bellow- 
ing and Bflreaming along ; and just 
aa he was stopping to take breath he 
heard someone roaring with laughter, and 
saw a little yellow man sitting on the 
top bongb of a tree. 

"Are you laughing at H&f " aaid t^ 
Dreadful Griffin (he was ao angry that he 
was qoite polite). And the little man aaid 
quite as politely that he certainly imu. 

"Whyt" said the Dreadful Griffin, 
Btill fearfully polite. 

" Becaose you're snch a green Griffin," 

said the yellow man ; and he screamed 

with laughter ^ain — " I know all about 

it, you've blued the oata and now the 
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Princiees has greened you. She's turned 
into a flea, and yon still want to eat her^ 
and it never oocurred to you, you green 
old grampus of a Qriffin, tliat fleaa like 
cat«. I suppose the Princess flea wouldn't 
jnmp on to a tabby kitten, and you 
couldn't swallow the kitten — oh dear, 
no — of course not . . ." 

But the Oriffiu was gone. He went to 
the Zoo, found a tabby kitten, though 
they are rare in that country, and flew 
back with it to the Prlncees's room. 

He waited half an hour and then 
BwaUowed the kitten at one gulp; but 
he instantly burst in four pieces, for the 
BuSj kitten tickled his digestive organs 
so much that they cracked his sides and 
he died; and the flea uid the kitten 
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came out quite uutiurli, only a little 
damp. 

Then a wo&derfiil thing happraiecL 
The tabby kitten changed into the little 
yellow man who had laughed at the 
Griffin. He grew, and grew, and in a 
few minutea he waa a handsome prince. 
HiB name was Prince Orange PluahikinB, 
One day a CTuel witch whom he had 
offended had chuiged him into an ugly 
yellow man, and had sworn that he 
should only regain his shape if he was 
eaten by a Griffin when under the 
form of a tabby kitten ; which you know 
was precisely what happened. Well, 
Prince Orange Plushikins at once asked 
the I^incesB flea to marry him, and the 
minute the Ilea sud " Yes," the Princess 
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reappeared. She and the Friaoe were 
mairied next moming; aod all the 
oata went to the steam laundry and were 
washed and bleached and had their tails 
(ffimped and their whisken starched ; and 
Uie<r danced at the wedding, and every- 
body lived h^ipily ever after. 
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Thbt had the veT7 loveliest home 70U 
can imagine, with beautiful soft moss and 
graes to grow in, trees to form a coay 
shelter &om the wind, and a deu- little 
babbling stream to water them. 

There were lots of daffodils in this 
pret^ place, and nobody evBr discovered 
the nook to gather them. They rejoiced 
in the spring sunshine and gentle breezes, 
the greeting of the lords, and the musical 
chatter of the brook ; then when their 
brief visit to the upper world was over 
they nestled happily down in their vaxm 
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moes; beds and slept till April ctme 
again to wake them. 

A litde apart from the rest were four 
daffodils growing at the root of a gnaried 
oak tree, and one fine sunshiny morning 
three of them took it into their silly little 
heads that they were dull, the place was 
dull, the other daffodils were dull, and 
they wanted a change. 

It was mainly the &nlt of the cuckoo, 
(or he was a grumbling, mischief-making 
bird and used to spend a good deal of 
time talking to the daffodils. This par- 
ticular spring he had taken up his abode 
in the oak tree, and was fond of talking 
of all the grand things he had seen, 
Mid a great many he had Ttot seen, for 
the cuckoo is a bird of fine imaginatioa ; 
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and at last, as I have already said, three 
of the daffodils made up their minds that 
to be a flower and live in a wood was a 
Tei7 dreadful thing, and not to be put 
up with any longer. 

Now the cuckoo had told many strange 
tales about creatures with two l^s and 
beautiful coloured leaves which grew in 
an odd way, and feathers only on their 
heads. Thqr coold not fly, but they 
could run about from pUce to place, and 
dance and aiim; ; and at last the dafibdils 
decided that they wished to be like 
these curious creatures, which the cuckoo 
called girk. 

Then there were sad times in that 
sweet little nook under the oak tree. 
The naugh^ daffodils med and quarrelled 
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and bewuled titeb lot all da; loi^, till 
the; made themBelves and everybody else 
extremely wretched. Hieir little Bistw 
shook her head at them, and scolded and 
said that for her part she was not 
meant to have 1^ ; bat it was all no 
ue^ the daffodils woold not be quiet 

One day the Fairy Visitor who looked 
after the flowers in that part heard the 
silly bloBsomis crying, and stopped to ask 
what was the matter. When she heard 
the story she told them they were veiy 
foolish and discontented, and that the 
cuckoo was a most mischievous bird and 
liked to get people into trouble ; but the 
daffodils would not listen. So knowing 
there is nothing so likely to core silly 
flowers as to give them their own silly 
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way, she said — "Very well, my dears, 
you want to be girls, and giris yoa Bhall 
be." 

With that she waved her wand over 
the three daffodils and in a twinkle they 
were gone; in their places stood three 
tall pretty maidens dressed in soft yellow 
silk frocks with green stockings and 
dioes. For a minute they were too much 
astonished to speak, then clapping tiieir 
hands they laughed and skipped for joy, 
and wanted to kiss the old fajry because 
they were so pleased at getting their own 
way ; but the fairy wonld not look at 
them, and stooped over the little flower 
now growing all alone, saying kindly : — 

" Well, little one, don't you want to be 
a pretty maiden, too 1 " 
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Bat the daffodil shook her head with 
great detenninBtioii : — 

" I don't want U^ and I won't have 
legs. I was meant to be a flower and a 
flower I will be, bat if jou could keep 
that meddling, chattering cackoo away 
from this tree for a time I shoald be . 
mach obliged." 

And the fairy laughed and promised. 

Meanwhile the three pretty maidens had 
set off hand in hand to aeek their fortunes. 

They went singing and duicing over 
the meadows in the soil afternoon sun- 
shine, and thought how wiae and dever 
they were to be girls instead of little 
unnoticed flowers growing in a wood. 

Presently they came to a house and 
stopped to ask wheUier they could have 
io8 
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a lodging fw the night Thete was no 
difficulty about it, for that is a happy 
country where there is no money and 
everything belongs to everybody, so the 
people of the bouee — an old man and 
woman — were de%bted to see the 
beantiful mudene and made them heartily 
welcome, and the dafibdila went to bed 
that ni^t very happy and quite content 
with the result of their experiment 
When they came to undress, however, 
they received a severe ahock. 

They were girls, real proper girls, they 
oonld chatter and eat and ale^, for the 
fairy was not one to do things by halves ; 
but when they pulled off the damty green 
shoes and stockings, they discovered that 
althoofi^ th^ had the prettiest little legs 
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uid feet and toes in the world, the; were 
quite green, the colour of daffodil leavea. 

[There wasn't uiything said about a 
"dear, darling, kind old fairy" then, I 
can asBure yon. 

The first daffodil said she was a wicked 
oM witch. The second said she waa a 
horrible old woman; and the third said 
she knew the faiiy meant to pay them 
out, and she would like to scratch her. 
Then they all set to work ai^:iung and 
qnarrelling and cryii^ like silly babies, 
when suddenly a familiar " Cuck-oo 1 " 
Bonnded in their ears, and tiiey saw our old 
acquaintance perched on the window silL 

He looked at the six little green 
feet, and his eyes twinkled ; but before 
he could apeak the three angry maidens 
no 
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all be^Q scolding him at ooce, for tliey 
were delisted to liave somebody fresh to 
find bolt with. 

The oackoo, being in some respectB & 
philosopher, did not attempt to interrapt, 
but when they were qoite exhausted he 
■aid he really could not see any reason 
for their distresa. Ko one would ever 
wish to see their feet, and they could 
always wear stockings. He added that 
he had great news, and had come on 
purpose to laing it. 

"The King of Silverland," he aaid, "is 
ooming with all his court to hold high 
revel cloee to this place and celebrate the 
coming of sge of his three sons. These 
princes were all bom at once ; and the 
king has decided to divide his kingdom 
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into three equal puts and leave bis sons 
to rule while he retires to hia countty 
place to rtady Bcieoce. Now these Silver 
princes desire to marry three princeBses, 
sisters bom at once like themselves ; but 
they are very hard to find, and the king 
is advertising everywhere for triplets. 
When I heard this I set oS* at once to tell 
you." 

The three maidens were so much 
interested and excited that they foi^ot 
dieir troubles and b^an to sing. 

The cuckoo was pleased with his 
success, but told them they must go to 
bed and to sleep, and he would fetdi 
them in the morning to show them the 
way to the King of Silverland's coorl 

Next morning, although he arrived 
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quite early, tiie maidens were up and 
read; for him, looking veiy pretty in 
their yellow frocks. The kind people of 
the hoQBe were quite sorry to part with 
their guests and b^ged them to come 
again, and the daffodil maidens set off 
in high spirits, following the cuckoo as he 
flew slowly ahead across the sunlit 
meadows. About noon they came in 
sight of the king's court The gorgeous 
tents were of cloth of silver festened with 
silver ropes ; fountains were playing in 
the open spaces, and flags flying every- 
where. The daffodils attracted a great 
deal of attention as they made their way, 
Unshing and a little frightened, through 
the crowds of soldiers, court ladies and 
attendants. At the door of the Itugest 
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and most goi^eous tent stood three 
beautiiiil princes dressed in silver. 

When they saw the maidena approach- 
io{|^ hand in hand, the; gave a ciy of joy 
and ran forward to greet them. 

" Dear beaatifiil princeesea," they cried, 
" welcome to oar court I May we ask your 
names and the country you come from ? " 

The cuckoo, perched on a tent-pole 
hard by, answered for them. " These are 
the Piincesaea Daffodil, daughters of the 
great King of Goldenland. They have 
come very many days' journey to be 
present at your revels." 

Think of the cuckoo telling such a 
dreadful story and those naught; daffodils 
not contradicting him I 

When the princea heard the cuckoo's 
"4 
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words they were almoet beside them- 
selvra with joy, for, as it happened, there 
was a real Kii^ of Gk)ldeiilaiid (but the 
cuckoo did not know it), and he had 
three danghtere of the same ^e whom 
the Silver princes were anxioufi to see. 
They dropped on one knee, kissed the 
maidens' bands very prettily, and then led 
tbem, blushing and delighted, into the 
royal tent. 

The king waa out, but the queen 
received the daCTodils very graciously, 

"Triplet," she said 8^;nificantly, and it 
was the princes' turn to blush. 

Then the young people visited all the 

beautiful tents, and the great ballroom 

where there was to be a ball that night, 

and the princes whispered to the maidens 
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that they wonld dance with no one elaa 
When they had tasted the cowelip wine 
from the foantaina and eaten lota of 
wonderM sweets the dafibdils declared 
they were quite tired ; so the prince« put 
them into hanunocks with little monkeys 
to swing them, and the happy hours wore 
on until the eTening, 

The maidens had had a beautiful tent 
assigned to them by the queen, and they 
found lovely dresses of cloth of gold with 
shoes and stockings to match, all ready 
for them. They looked so beautiful 
when they were dressed that the colour 
of their feet did not seem to matter 
atalL 

All that ni^t they danced with the 
[oinces, and everyone was charmed with 
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their beaut; and grace, especially the 
king, who had not received a single 
answer to his advertiaement. At the 
great banquet which followed the ball 
the betrothal of the Silver princes to 
the Golden priuceBHes was eolemnly an- 
notmoed, and their health drunk amid 
great rejoicing. 

The dawn was red in the east before 
the fefltivitieB were over, and the daffodils 
went to bed happier than they had ever 
been before, happier than they ever would 
be agidn. A new and awfal trouble of 
which they bad never dreamt was about 
to befall them. 

When the princes came to meet their 
betrothed next morning the maidens 
noticed that, although very affectionate, 
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thej wwe downcast and somewhat silent. 
At last, after a great deal of questioning, 
the reason came out The king and 
queen had both bad exactly the same 
carionB dream, and this strange occur- 
rence had npeet their mt^estaes very much. 
Tbay both dreamt that one of the prin- 
cesses, as they believed them to be, bad 
six toes on each foot ; and as no mon- 
strosity conid ever share the throne of 
Silverland they demanded to see the 
ptinceeses' little feet with their own eyes, 
so aa to be quite sure they all bad only 
the right number of toes. 

When the princes with man; blushes 

broke this news to their lady-loves, they 

each gave a short loud scream and fiunted. 

Their lovers, of course, put this down to 
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extreme modesty, and were mudi affected 
by Buch proper conduct ; but wten they 
succeeded in restoring them to consoionn- 
nees they were not a litUe disturbed to 
find that the maidens positively refused 
to show their feet. 

Imagine the ^^f of the poor princes I 
The king had said quite poutively that 
not one of the princes should marry till 
he, the queen, and the conncillora of tiie 
kingdom, had seen the bride's feet; and 
the maidens now declared that they 
would never never show them. 

Matters were in this awkward state 
when the cuckoo appeared on the scene. 
He had as usual contrived to find out 
what was going on, and now announced 
that he had a private message for the 
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Q<^en prtDceesefl, if ther^ would take 
him to their tent 

When they were alone the daffodils 
began to cry tiuai eyee out, and the 
onokoo to try and comfort Uiem. 

" Oreen feet," he said, " are very im- 
oommoa and would no doubt be welcomed 
as a great rarity." 

Bat the nuudens sobbed on. 

" The princes love you so much they 
will think your little feet the most 
beaatiful colour in the world." 

Bat they would not listen. 

" I heard the king and queen say that 
green was their favourite colour," he 
remarked next 

This was pure inventioD on the 
cuckoo's part) i»A tin daffodils were 
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Bomewhat cheered, and after a great 
deal of talking the cuckoo persuaded 
them to give in and consent to show 
their feet, as they could not poesibljr 
marry the princes without Besides, 
perhaps when the king found their toes 
were all right he would think the colour 
rather omamental than otherwise. So 
the princes were told to their great joy 
that the princesses had consented to 
show their feet ; and the king and queen, 
on being informed, summoned a Cabinet 
Council for the next morning so that 
their ministers might be present at the 
counting of the princesses' toes. 

Meantime the real Goldenland prin- 
cefises had arrived near tie camp ; but 
as they and their suite were very tired 
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they resolved not to visit the Silvw 
king till the next day, and commanded 
that no one should mention their 
arrivaL 

Hat night the daffodils never slept, 
{at fear once more took poasession of 
them. They scrubbed their feet, but 
the fairy's dye wonld not come off ; then 
they scraped them, but that hurt very 
much and did no good. Finally they 
dialked them, but that waa no use at 
all ; ao they had to give it up in 
despair, and hope for the best. 

Next morning two of the court oshers 
came to escort them to Uie Cabinet 
Council Poor daffodils ! Their eyes 
were red with weeidng, and they could 
scarcely stand for terror when tiiey 
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entered the tent where the examination 
was to take place. 

Id the middle on a raised daia sat t^e 
king and qaeen, on their right stood the 
three princes, on their left the cooncillors 
in their robes of state. Three cbaira were 
placed for the maidens, and thef were 
politely hut firmly requested to take off 
their shoes and stockings. 

Blushing crimson the daffodils slowly 
and unwillingly took of their shoes. 
Then they cried a little and said they 
really truly couldn't, but it was no use, 
and the stockings had to follow, and six 
little green feet were exposed to view. 

"They wear two pairs, I see," said the 
queen, who was a little short-sighted. 
"Veiy sensible, I'm eur^ in this damp 
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place. Take off the other pair, my 
deara." 

But the daffodils only hung their heads 
and wept. 

Then one of the councillors cried out, 
in a horrified tone — "Their feet are 
green I They are monstFosities ! " and at 
that vei7 moment heralds were heard 
outside announcing the arriTal of the 
PrinceBBes of Goldenland. 

Now the king was a shrewd old 
gentleman, and the true state of afiairs 
suddenly flashed upon him. "They are 
impostors I " he cried, rising to his feet, 
" turn the deceitful minxes out." 

At that the mudens rose and fled. 
They never stopped for shoes or stock- 
ii^^ hut ran like hunted hares out of the 
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tent acroBB the fields ; and when the 
people saw their little green feet a gT«at 
Bhont of laughter went up, in which the 
king and the princes joined. As for the 
daSbdils, the; ran and ran and ran, not 
daring even to look behind them, till they 
suddenly stopped for want of breath ; 
and where do yon think they were ? 
Why in thrar old home under the oak 
tree. Moat of the daffodils had gone to 
sleep, but a few were left, and among 
them their little sister. At her side stood 
thefeiry. 

"Well, my dears, do you like being 
girls?" and there was a twinkle in her 
eye as she spoke. 

But the daffodils were sobbing too 
bittwly to answer, and the fairy had a 
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kind heart and did not press the question. 
" Would you be content to be daffodils 
i^;ain f " she asked, and amiled at ihem 
sweetly. 

l%e; murmured a thankful " Yes " ; 
the ^17 waved her wand, and in a trice 
the maidens were gone and there were 
three more flowers, very pale faded ones, 
growing under the gnarled oak tree. 
Poor discontented daffodils I The; had 
to pay a heavy price for their folly. 

The cuckoo came back time after time, 
and never weaned of teasing them ; and 
their little sister made many very true 
but disi^;reeable remarks on the extreme 
silliness of being discontented with one's 
surroundings. 

Perhaps by next spring things may be 
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better ; bat of thU you ma; be quite sure, 
no amount of cuckoos will ever persuade 
the flowers in that nook to be anytMng 
but what nature intended iiiem to be — 
sweet little daffodils. 
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Thb Fairy FlufiSkina lived In a warm 
woolly neat in a hole down br old oak 
tree. She was the sweetest, funniest 
little faiiy you ever saw. She wore a 
little, soft, 6affj brown dress, and on her 
head a little red woolly cap ; Bhe had 
soft red hair and the brightest, naughtiest, 
m^Tiest^ sharpest brown eyes imaginable. 
What a life die led the animals ! Fairy 
Flnffikins was a sad tease ; she wonld 
creep into the nests where the &t baby 
dormice were asleep in bed while Mamma 
dormouse nodded over her knitting and 
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Papa smoked bis little acorn pipe; and 
she would tickle the babies till they 
8(»-eamed with laughter and nearly rolled 
out of bed, and Mamma scolded, and Papa 
said in a gruff voice — "What a pla^e 
yoQ are, you little dors ; go to sleep this 
minute or I will fetch my big stick." 

And then the babies would shake, for 
they were afraid of tiie big stick; and 
naughty Fairy FluEQkina would dance off 
to find some fresh piece of mischief 

One night she had fine fim. She found 
a little dead moose in a Geld ; and at 
first she was sorry for the mouse, and 
thought she would bury it and plant a 
daisy on its grave ; but then an idea 
strack her. She hunted about till she 
found a piece of long, strong grass, and 
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then she took the little mouse, tied the 
piece of gnea round its tail, and ran awaj 
with it to the big tree where the Ancient 
Owl lived. There was a little hole at the 
bottom of the tree and into it Fair; 
Floffikins crept, leaving the mouse outside 
in the moonlight Presently she heard 
a gruff voice in the ^ee saying — 

" I smell mouse, I smell mouse." Thea 
there was a swoop of wings, and Fairy 
Fluffikina promptly drew the mouse into 
the httle hole and staffed its tail into her 
mouth HO that she might not be heard 
laughing ; and the gruff voice said 
angrily — 

" Where's that mouse gone { I smelt 
mouse, I know I smelt mouse I " 

She grew tired of this game after a few 
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timeB, so she left the mouse in tJie hole 
and crept away to a new one. She really 
was a naughty fiury. She blew on the 
buttercups so that they thought the morn- 
ing breeze had come to wake tiiem up, 
and opened their cups in a great hurry. 
She buzzed outside the clover and made 
it talk in its sleep, so that it said in a 
cross, sleepy voice — " Go away, you 
stupid busy bee, and don't wake me up 
in the middle of the night" 

She pulled the tail of the nightingale 
who was singing to his lady-lore in the 
hawthorn bush, and he lost his place in 
hia song and nearly tumbled over back- 
wards into the garden. Then to her joy 
she met an elderly, domestic puss taking 
an evening walk with a view to field-mice. 
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Here was sport Fluffikina hid in the 
grasa and squeaked ; and when the elderly 
cat came tearing ap she pulled his 
whiskeni and flew away (I forgot to tell 
yoQ that she had little, soft wings), and 
the elderly cat jumped and ssid — 

" Mouse-traps and mince-meat I Fancy 
a cat of my a^ and experience taking a 
bat for a mouse I But by my claws I 
heard a mouse's squeak." 

Fairy Fluffitdns often met the poor 
dderly cat, and always led him some 
dreadful dance, now and then taking a 
ride on his back into the bai^in, till he 
thought he must have got the night- 
mare. 

One day Fairy Fluffikins was well 
paid out for some of her naughtiness. 
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She was flying away from a tree where she 
had juBt wrapped a sleeping bat's head 
ap in a la^ cobweb, when she heard 
the Bweep of winga, felt a sharp nip — and 
in lesB time than it takes to tell found 
herself in the neet of the Ancient OwL 

" My wig! " said the Ancient Owl, much 
surprised, " I thought you were a bat." 
And he called his wife and three children 
to look. 

Now when Fairy Flnfflkins saw five 
pairs of large round eyes blinking and 
staring at her she lost her head and cried 
out — "Please, please, Mr Ancient Owl, 
don't be angry with me and I will never 
play tricks with mice any more," and so 
told the Ancient Owl what he had never 
even suspected before. 
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Then the Ajicient Owl woa host 
DBEADFCLLT ANGBT and read Faiiy 
FluffikioB a long eermon about the 
wiokednecH of deceiving Ancient Owls. 
The swmoD took two hoars and a half ; 
and when it was over all tbe owls hooted 
at her and pecked her ; imd Fury Fluffi- 
kins wae very g^ad indeed when at last 
Mrs Ancient Owl gave her a push and 
said — 

"Qo along, you impertiQent brown 
minx," and she was able to go out into 
the night 

E>ren this sad adventure did not cure 
Fury FluffikioB of getting into mischief — 
although she never teased the owls any 
more, you may be sure of that — she took 
to tormenting the squirrels instead. She 
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used to find their storee of nntH and 
carry them away and fill the holes with 
pehbles ; and this, when you are a hard- 
working squirrel with a la^ &mily to 
support, is very trying to the temper. 
Then she wonld tie acorns to their tails ; 
and she would clap her hands to frightea 
them, and pull the baby-squirrelB' ears ; 
till at last they offered a. reward to any- 
one who Gonld catch Fairy Flaffikins and 
bring her to be punished. 

No one caught Fairy Fluffikins; but 
she caught herself, as you shall hear. 

She was poking about round a hay- 
stack one night, trying to find something 
naughty to do, when she came upon a 
sweet little house with pretty wire walk 
and a wooden door standing invitingly 
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open. In hopped FlnffikiiiB, t hinking 
she was going to have some new kind of 
fiia There was a little white thing 
dangling from the roof, aod she Isdd hold 
of it. Immediately there was a bang ; 
the wooden door slammed ; and Flnffikins 
wascaoght 

How she cried and stamped and 
poshed at the door, and promised to be 
a good &ir; and a great man; other 
things I But all to no purpose : the door 
was tight shut, and Fluffikins was not 
like some fbrtonate furies who can get 
out of anywhere. 

There she remuned, and in tiie 

morning one of the labourers found her, 

and, thinking she was some kind of 

dormouse, h? carried her home to his 
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little girl ; and if yon call on Mary Ann 
Smith yon will see Faiiy Flnffikins there 
still in a little cage. The; give her nats 
and cheeee and bread, and all the things 
she doesn't like, and tiiere ia no one to 
tease and no nusohief to get into ; so if 
there ia a miserable little Fairy anywhere 
it is Fairy Flnffikins, and I'm not sure it 
doesn't serre her quite right. 
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Tinkle. 

Once upon a time ibere lived a Tinkle- 
Tinkle. I cannot tell you what lie was 
like, becanae no man knows, not eren 
the Tinkle-l^nkle himaelE Sometimes 
he lived on ilie groimd, sometimes in a 
tree, sometimes in the water, sometimes 
in a cave ; and I can't tell yon what he 
lived on, for no man knows, not even the 
Tinkle-Tinkle himselE, 

One day tiie Tinkle-Tinkle was going 
throi^h a wood, wlien he heard a piteous 
weeping. He stopped, for he was a 
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kindl; Tinkle-Tinkle, and found two 
amall dormice Bobbing under a tree 
because they had been cruelly deserted 
by their parents. He wiped their eyes 
tenderly and took them to bis cave 
home ; but I camiot tell you how he 
went, for no man knows, not even the 
Tinkle-Tinkla However, when he got 
there he put Uie dormice to bed in his 
grandmother's boots, for wbich he had 
never found any use before, and fed 
them on periwinkles and tea, and was 
very kind to ibem ; and when they grew 
older he bought them cape and aprons, 
and they became the l^kle-Tinkle's 
housemaid and parlourmaid. 

Now I must tell you that it was a 
great grief to the Tinkle-Tinkle not to 
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know what he waa, or how he lived, ot 
where he was going to ; and it often 
made him depreeBed, but he always con- 
cealed it from the dormice, appearing a 
moot cheerfdl and contented creature. 

One day he found a poor green bird 
lying on the ground with its leg broken. 
Fortunately Tinkle-Tinkle had his grand- 
mother's black silk reticule with him 
which had never been of any service to 
him before. He geutly placed the green 
bird in the bottom and carriedit to thecave. 

The dormice laid the poor sufferer on 
a soft bed and put the broken leg up 
carefully in plaster of Paris ; and they 
nnrsed the green bird witJi the greatest 
attention so that it was soon weU enough 
to hop about on crutches ; and it sang 
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BO beaatifiilly that all the inhabitante 
round gave it money, and its fame spread 
alRvad ; bat it was so tenderly attached 
to the Tinkle-Tinkle and the dormice that 
it would not leave them. 

Now it happened on a certun evening 
that the Tinkle-Tinkle was travelling over 
the sea, when suddenly in the depths he 
canght sight of a most beantiful Creature, 
It was all sorts of colours — white, rosy 
pink, and deep crimson, and pale blue 
&ding into white and gold. It had no 
fitce hut a bright light; and it had 
quantities of beautifal iridescent wings, 
like the rainbow; and the most lovely 
voice yon ever heard, like the ai^^ting of 
the waves in the hollow of the sea. 

The Tinkle-Tiukle was » astonished 
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and entnuioed titat he stopped, aad tlie 
be&atifnl Creatuie cried ont to him, and 
its voice made Tinkle-Tinkle remember a 
dream he had once had of sunshine, and 
Sweat trees, and the song of birds ; and 
the Creature said, "Ah, Tinkle-Tinkle 1 
yon ore lonely and perplexed and sad, 
and yon do not know whence yon came 
nor why yon are here ; bat the dwmice 
know and the green bird knows, and I 
know, and we are glad for your being. 
Go on, Tinkle-Tinkle, and do not sorrow, 
for some day yon shall come back to me, 
and I will wrap you in my wings and take 
yoQ where yon belong, and then yon will 
anderstand." 

When the Tinkle-l^kle heard this he 
was glad with a new strange gladness, 
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and he went back to his cave ; but not 
atone, for the spirit of hope went with him. 

The Tinkle-Tinkle had one gift— he 
could Bing — how, no man knew, not even 
the Tinkle-Tinkle himself; and this is 
how he discovered his gift. 

One da; in a secluded spot in the forest 
he found a dying stag, and the Tinkle- 
Tinkle was moved with great compassion 
and yet conld do nothing. 

The great stag's head drooped lower 
and lower tiU even the sim melted in a 
mist of pit^, and the trees sighed, and 
the breezes hushed their voices. Then 
tmddenly the 'nnkle-Tinkle crept close 
and began to sing, why or bow he knew 
not. As he sang, the birds and the 
stream were silenced and the breezes 
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oeaaed, and the great stag's breathing 
grew lees and lees labonred, and his eyes 
brightened, and presently he rose slowly 
to his feet and paced away to join the 
rest of the herd, and the Tinkle-Unkle 
went with him. 

When the stag's compsnions heard the 
story, th^ wept for all that had be&Uen 
their leader, bat rejoiced also and blessed 
the Tinkle-Tinkle; &nd he sang once more 
for them, and the Star-spirits leaned out 
of their bright little windows to listen, 
and the night was glad. 

Many were the adventures of the Tinkle- 
'Hnkle, and countless the creatures he 
cheered and helped, yet he never fancied 
himself any use or knew why he was in 
tim world. He brought home a poor 
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old crab without a claw, and the green 
bird and the dormice found a hook and 
screwed it in, and the poor old crab used 
to cany parcels for the neighbours ; but 
he Btill lived with the l^nkle-l^kle. 

Another time it was a snail with a 
broken Shell ; for htm they built a beaati- 
fiil little hous^ and he made little rush 
brooms and sold them to the paasera-b; ; 
but he liyed ever after dose to the Tinkle- 
Tinkle's front door. 

Bo it went on till all the Tinkle-Tinkle's 
homes were fiill of strange occupants, and 
he began to feel very old and worn and 
weary. Then be remembered the promise 
of the beautiful Creature, and went 
slowly over the sea hoping the time had 
come for it to be fulfilled, and it had. 
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The beaatifbl CreBtnre stavtched oat its 
lovelj rose and purple wings and wrapped 
the Tinkle-Tinkle in their warm soft great- 
ness, and bore him down and down 
through the deptJis till they came to the 
Great Gate. At the beautifiil Creature's 
voice it swung slowly back, and they 
passed down tiie Blue Pathway, whidi is 
all ice, cut and carved into lovely pinnacles 
and spires, very blue with the blue of -the 
BODuner sky and the southern seae. The 
Tinkle-^nnkle could just see it from 
between the beautiful Creature's wings, 
stretching away in the blue distance, and 
at the end one stw. 

Presently — and though ^e time had 
been one thousand years it had not 
seemed long to the Tinkle-Hnkle— they 
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came out into a beautiful place that was 
nothing but light, and the beautiful 
Creature set the Tinkle-Tinkle down ; he 
looked aroond him and saw many other 
Tinkle-Tinklefi, and he knew them for 
what tJiey were and loved their beantj ; 
and the Creature gently swept one of its 
purple pinions across him, and the Tinkle- 
Tinkle took form. He had many, many 
little soft, strong hands and many little 
white feet, and long sweeping wings and 
a face which shone with something of the 
light of the beautiful Creature ; and the 
Tiokle-l^nkle saw and understood and 
sang for joy. 
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